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GRACE AND DISGRACE AT CLACTON. 


“ Although at one period inseparable friends, Dr. W. G. Grace is now, I understand, roaming England over in search of my unfortunate Dad. When the two 
yreat men ‘do’ meet, I am afraid the shock will be one from which Papa will not easily recover. Taking advantage of the National Testimonial organised for the 
he nefit of the great cricketer, Poor Pa, it seems, has been passing himself off on Clactonites as the one and only Dr. Grace. His disguise, though, turned out 
to be an utter failure, the whole collection only amuunting to three cockle shells and a frog. His departure from Clacton was both hasty and undignified.” —Toorsit. 


GENERAL ELECTION HINTS. HANDSOME TOM COX. 


ONE of Captain Johnson's heroes is Thomas Cox, who { 
was han at Tyburn one sunny June day in 1691, in the | 
twenty-sixth year of his age. ' 

Handsome Tom Cox was the youngest son of a gentleman 
of Blandford, in Dorset, and his father left him “a comfort- ' 
able patrimony, which he soon consumed in riotous living.” 
ile then came ci to London, fell in with a gang of high- 4 
waymen, and took to the road, in order to support himself 7 
in his dissolute course of life. He was three times tried for ) 
his life, but contrived to keep his neck out of the noose. 
After his third escape, we are told, “a young lady fell in { 
love with him, he being a very handsome man, and she 
went so far as to communicate her passion, and almost 
make him a direct offer of herself and £1500." Cox married 
her, spent all her money, broke the young lady's heart by 
his ill-usage, and took again to his old courses. He had yet 4 
to be tried a fourth time, with fatal results. | 


Among the many recorded highway robberies committed 
by this ruftian a few may be briefly noted. One day he met | 
with Killigrew, Charles II.’s Jester, and ordered him to 
deliver.“ Are you in earnest, friend?” asked the buffoon. 
i Yes, by Heaven I am; for though you can live by joking, 
can't.” 


Taken in custody in Somersetshire, he was locked up in 


‘ly It is absurd to litienl 2 And how wise it is to promise your vote and interest 3) The patriot who would accept a bribe is unworthy 1 5 i 
opponcut when a fal Gargures abd eee ie to ldd ses verdes reth the e, You make noenemies, the name of Englishman. But if you are poor, and Ilchester Gaol. He broke out of his ward into the keeper's 
tpuks co effectively for itself. besides proving the truth of the pie-crust proverb. any trifle shold be left on your doorstep—well— apartment, who, as good luck would have it. had been t 
— 


L: id 1 
* 1 


ang 


drunk over night, and was now in a profound sleep. It was a 


mounlight night. and Cox saw a silver tankard and the kers upon 


the table. He took both, let himself out into the street. leaving all 
doors open behind him, get into a stable-vard next door, stole a 
horse, saddle aud bridle, and wade off. The tankard he old for 


ten pounds. 

“On one occasion he formed a project of robbing a nobleman, 
well attended, who was travelling the kingdom. Tom arsociated 
himeeif with this nobleman on the road, and talked to him. as they 
passed along, of the adventures he had met with. They had not 
ridden many miles together before two of Tom's accomplices came 
up and bade them to stand, but immediately tled upon Tom's 
pulling out a pistol, and making a seeming bluster, and the noble- 
man attributed his delivery to the bravery of his companion. 

The nobleman, after this, became verv intimate with Cox. They 
put up at the same hotel, dined together, and resolved next day, 
unattended by servants, to take a ride in the country round the 
town in which they were staying. About noon, they came to acon- 
venient place, when Cox suddenly threw off the mack and 
commanded his companion to deliver his money. It's a devilish 
lonely country here,” said the nobleman ; “but I can fear no danger 
in vour company—you whose cournge I have so lately experienced. 
“In the name of Satan,” responded Cox, “ I hope you don't think I 
have kept your company all this time for the pleasure of it.” upon 
which 4 pulled out a pistol, “swearing and cursing - ke a 
inadman.” 

“Filled with astonishment and confusion,” we are told, “our 
nobleman delivered a diamond ring. a gold watch, and near a 
hundred guineas in money, staring in Tom's face with much gravity. 
To prevent a sudden pursuit, Tom then dismounted his companion, 
bound him hand ana foot, and killed his horse, according to the 
custom of experienced highwaymen, taking his leave with a sneer, 
and ‘Good-bye, fellow traveller, till I meet you again,’ ” 

When Cox was taken prisoner for the last time and flung into 
Newgate, “he lived till the sessions in an extravagant manner, 
being very full of money.” Brought at last to the fatal “Tree.” 
when Mr. Smith. the ordinary, asked him, a few moments before 
he was turned off, whether he would join with his fellow sufferers 
in prayer, “Dann you, no!” said be, and kicked both ordinary 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


!Raturday, J.: Of. 1908, 


Reachley, Flush, my dear boy? I wish I was; why I' ha oe 
up than ever, 

Friend, Well, you see, that diamond pin of your 

Brachiry, le jut what's been my ruin, Someone made me 8 
preseut of the dashed thing, aud I've been trying to live up to it. 


s 
Was it altogether right of dear old ALLY to suppose ; 
noble busines« was called the vp wich Institute ome ee 
the Bass and Guinness is sold at the bars there in tie reputed way 
but all in full pints? 8 v. 


s 
Mater, You really ought to epenk veriously to Arthur, my dear. 
he’s getting more off-handed and impolite every dax. ens 
Puter, Pray don't think of checking him, my love; it's such à 
necessary qualification. 
Mater, Qualitication? 
Pater. Yes, wm goiug to get him into the Civil Service, 


TRAGEDIAN Timson as a fact 
Declares that it delighte him (most 
Of any réle he takes) to act 
Prince Hamlet's father's ghost. 


“No censuring insults then they roar, 

With deafening cheers they rend the air: 
They know I'm not. by many a score, 

The only DEAD! EAD there!" 


Crummies, What's the trouble at home, old man? 

Fummiea, With the missus, 

Crumutea, Oh! Internal? 

Fumules, No; external. 

Crummieca, How! 

Fummles, Why, the missus wants a new dress, and I can't 
allord it. 1 

pital Clubman. Rakely's was a very fashionable marriage, wasn't 
t, old man? 

second Ditto. Oh, very. The bride was a woman with a past. 


and executioner out of the cart. “WHat would set you alright, Mr. Smith, would be a nice a 
(Meet week, * Albert Smith and Jerry Abershaw.”) b-ladonna plaister.” Now Mrs. Smith overheard this. and she ir 
translated it della fine end denna, the dona or common low garden a 
Bax GARDNIN young woman, A- if his own lawful wife wasn't good enough for h 
2 : nx IX d. him,” said she, “it’s a signal between that beastly chemist aud 
Wee are still onn the rooft, an it is ranin propper. him. Cream of tart. ur, too there's another one for you.” t 
A rooft is u beestli plais wen itt ranes. 3 4 
Wee shall ketch our deth. Manager. Treble your salary? Great Garrick! Why it's all I : 
(New week, The denoomong, Order early off your novevender, as oy sete mon he — now, hat 1d ch a 4 
@ rush iss imminnent. Lending . Keep your hair on. old chap: my divorce case is 1 
coming on oat week, and if that don't draw em I'll never wear 1 
tights again, ee . 
TO CORRESPONDENTS ane ; 
° HMushand, There, there, I've promised you a new dress the 
murat tl ford it; be satisfied, and set at sty 5 
„ Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 88 1 hues 17 . = l eee eee Ls 
— 4 8 gas sey oo eee cou the es 5 1 de ve of Cee n to — ? All the 70 
05 ons eundmilled, joose a f resent fashions w as old as the y the time I get it. ; 
FASHION FANCIES.—By Mise Sloper. ! 0 i 
Most delighted, ARTHUR HILMER; Many thanks for cheerful No. 686.—The “Eastbourue Buthiug Costume. Nn. I can't understand a fellow like Mugley at all; he says 5 
note, Cannot tell you, B. S. STACEY ; It is ages since he wrote. he could never feel jealous of his wife. 8 86 
, u few, we fancy, BERNARD. Not at present, A. C. REECE. Wasaga. Oh, there's nothing to wonder at, old man; you wait til in 
eer ca 574 NN vun take it as lease, ere you see Mrs. Mugley. °° e. 
that we cannot, WOKKMAN ; It a matter for the Court, An. 1 5 5 
you'd hare to nd exactly, How the aie stuff wae bought. THERE lived a maiden on a hill— I 
Haven't gut the space, SUBSCRIBER; Many thanks, though, all A kind, though somewhat chill, woman ; f 
the same, Yea, of course it would, A PUNTER; Dut the Skunk was Yer death !ess rage her soul would fill d a 
running lame, Mach obliged for relie, CHARLAND; It shall take If her you called “an (%% woman,” a 
the piace 2 wish. 0 not trust them, CAUTIOUS KxAbkk, They brie 8 1 pak a n plain— * 
are always shaky jish. prom nnd vastly vain woman; h 
— But her eternal hate you'd gaiu 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” If her vou called “a plain woman.” : 
= 8 : ‘I . Which samples chow how Truth will vex the sex, 9 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Pauper in the World, If thereunto no Flattery you anvex ! 8 
\ 
Porwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland Murr. I understand thet Mr. dunmeon called yesterday. and you 4 
cxecpted, post free: 5 him 1 Twas out. Remember, iu future, that I am always t 
3 Menthe, 18. 8d.; 6 Mont 3d.; 12 Month : at kene nun N 
In a 7.0.0 eee e Ditaise We. Sti Mr. J dntereat, h 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, Loxpox, k. c. „ : 
Vr. Slimsun, Where is he? : 
Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application. acre nt, Well, sir, I allie think he’s gone to the theatre, but he ; 
— Sid as how he was always in to you, so maybe you'll fiud iim h 
PARIS. eee what's oo Wantel oe „John, shares parlors tn fen ubout the house somewhere. * * y 
. * : young wemau who can con aw haue: I knew it. Canfourw: 1 
On sale =o aa e so 2 7 5 45 20 cent i mes, or by = oo Wretches! where's 5 r kevpiug we awake „ a ne consider that that young Italian Artist, Antonello, i 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RvE DE LA BANQUE. oe The 8 ee on . smell of gorlie 5 
— — which hangs around him, I should suy he had u very strug 
{ 
NINB OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. ae 1 5 
Charlie, Just met Harry. t 
55 £ 1 5 O Jack, Oh, indeed! Was he going to the office? 
Wall de 2 id t AR taf -hin of any Man, Woman Bog, er Gin Charlie, I shouldn't think 10% He was running. : 
gilera Sercants on duty excepted ),aho shall happen to meet Sy I've j 5 note to the Charing Cross Hospital i 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident ta the Train in e Malt e . tothe ering aig ee ae 
which they are travelling, in any oar of the United Kingdom, St: Reall = Who 5 25 been rubbing, then? 0 
PROVIDED 4 copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER’S HALr - * 
Howipay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. Lawson, You ought to swear off. 5 A 
“ ALLY SLOPER's HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the Sawaon, I've tried it, but it’s no good. In fact, it only seems to 1 
United Kingdom erery Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the make we more thirsty. es s 
Inaurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 v'clock the 8 1 
Following Wednesday morning, Moat, It ain't much of a dinner, old man; but of course the ; 
missus didn't know vou were coming, æo you must make allowaners, 
„ Guest. Dou it mention it, dear boy, I often dine at home myself. 8 
JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 5 0 
— Se ee is Ee I've heard— ; 
At Dorer. Skin-deep, and nothing more; 
. 5 1 f 
Firat Dainty Little Darling, The only thing I don't like about M t 


bathing is that 1 get my hair ro wet. 
Srceond Dainty Little Darling. Oh, 1 never have any bother 
with mine, love, 
Fit Dainty Little Darling, No, dear; but then, you see, I 
can't leave mine in the machine. 
[And then—veill, what du you think? 
ss 


s 
GOME people say that there is nothing so beautiful in London as 
when the sun shines directly over the top of Nelson's column. 
Smith, who is not in the pote line, says that it only reminds him 
of lighting a tallow candle with a fusee. 
ss 


s 
DESTROYED were all his aims and ends, 
As fire consumes the stubble. 
“My heart is crushed,” he told his friends, 
„And in drink 1'll drown my trouble!” 


But the drink to a deadlier drowning game 
Soon led the idiot elf ; 


Ile. Why are you so cold? 


She, Cold ? I uever felt warmer in my life! Do please go and fetch me an ice. 


Of old proverbial lore. 


Skin-deep is Beautv? If 'twere so, 
Skin-deep were Beauty's dart: 
Yet scores of lovers wail with woe, 
„Her Beauty pierced my heart /” 
ss 


s 2 

Wagge. 1 eaw old Slowman the other day; you remember him, 
of course, don't you? 

Wiggs. Oh, yes. What's he doing now? 

Migge. Kee ping a nurxerx. 

Wiggs. Really, I didn't think he knew much about horticulture. 

Wagge. He doesn't; it’s only twins he's got iu it ut present, bu: 
he lives in hopes. oe 


The Man (who ia always discovering likenesses to well-known 
Pope), 1 say, Timon, who does your uv nor remind you of! 
_Simaon, Asa rule he reminds me of the good roung clerk who 
did not eat, drink, smoke, play, nor sleep, and eventually became Lord 
Mayor of London. 


And up from the lako they dragged his frame, y 
* e READ THE NEW SERIAL, ! 
i : 

0 Semi-detached Villa (gleefully). I've just thought of * E 0 

e way to pay ae eat sling ald beast next door . 5 AT N T N C 0 u Q U N S 9 
Je. Have yo ear m 80 3 6 ho wretc! 

— aking hie more objectionsble than ever. What's your OR. RED — 2 BLUE. 

plan? = 0 Appearing * 

Ovner of Semi-detached Villa, Very simple, dear; I'm going to Say. guvner, ow much did it cost to ! 
give the ‘fon of our howe a fresh cost of paint, and his place will AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC, Newt te bales Gian tects ef Tere ARES? I 
look filthy directly, No. 66—Merziman, to their present dimensions.” ONE HALFPENNY. ONE HALFPENNY. t 

fe i 
BEAL 0 


S 


Ssturday, July 20, 1898.) 


TOOTSIE AT EASTBOURNE. 


tw Ma's “Guide to all the Watering and Sen-bdathing Places for 
sot no mention is made 


Eastbourne, but in 1807 William 
Mavor, I. I.. D., ub. 
serves: This de. 
lightful village has 
just claims to dis- 
tinction as a 
watering - place, 
and it is rising 
A every year in celeb- 
rity. The walks 
and rides are ex- 
cellent, the bathing 
ia „ and disxi- 
pat has not vet 
erected her stand. 
ard to invite to ruin 
under the mask 
of amusing. The 
pastimes are all 
7 tational and con- 
ducive to health; 
reading, walking, 
eiding, ete., fill up 
the aga, which 
eae in calm de- 
ight.” 
> Theodore Hook, 
— too, saya: “It is 
true there is 
nothing like guiety 
going on; there 
are no crowded promennades ; there are no grand balls—no house 
in the whole group is spacious enough to enable a man to intliet 
a large party on hin friends; but everything around one is, though 
humbly clean, fresh and delightful.” 

Eastbourne (they used to call it East Bourne) has changed since 
then. The old town Hook knew is gradually disappearing, though 
some picturesque bits still remain. Rut who cares for antiquities? 
The guide-book men bump out their descriptions with a few, but 
somehow you always forget to fo and see them. It is different 
abroad, There, handbook in hand, you plod wearily through 
piciure galleries and museums and churches for the simple purpoxe 
of saying, when you get home aguin, that you have seen the stupid 


sights. 

Well, Tottie Goodenough, Lardi Longsox, and yours truly did 
not come to Eastbourne with any such intention, and we have had, 
su far, a good old time. 

We went the other dax, all by our little selves, to have lunch 
at a restaurant in the Terminus Road, enjoyed ourselves 
immensely, We 
were, by the was, 
waited on by one 
of themost mash- 
ing waiters Lever 
came ucross, We 
think he must 
have been a 
foreign prince in 
disguise. He 
wore n pensive 
expression, and 
had white hands 
and “na ring that 
looked like a 
rubs.” and he 
smelt of musk, 
We gave him a 
shilling for his 
trouble and 
caught sight of 
him in a cornet - 
kissing it. 

Rob is, as usual. 
awfully mean in 
all he does. He 
has hired a small 
yacht for the pur- 
pose, We suspect, 
of making us pre- 
tend to play at 
cuching hall and 
ten live on it, and save n meal or two at the hotel. I. for one, 
did not see where the fun came in, and took on board J. Ashbs- 
Sterry’s delightful “Tale of the Thames, which is the Summer 
Graphic Number, youknow, and something, dears, you must all read, 

Kefore we started there was n dreadful row between Billy and 
the Dook as to who should steer. As I fcel certain that neither 
of them has the very faintest notion how to do it, it appears 
immaterial, if we are to be all drowned, who drowns us. 

But why could not we have stopped on shore where we were 
comparatively happy? 

There are n good mang very good hotels at Eastbourne, but I 
dont think it would be any recommendation to mention onr 
names. The sea-air has put, what 1 heard the head waiter call, 
such a “twist” on Billy and the Dook that the fear of anything 
like it again occurring this season would break the heart of the 
most enterprising caterer. 

The person who attends at our table at the table dhéte has 
occasionally tried to dodge an entrée past Billy'n back ; it won't 
do, There is no blinking the truth. Billy has to be filled. ‘ 

I once heard a story of a man who went to n tavern in the City 
Where they gave an astonishingly cheap dinner. He sat down and 
felt the edge of his knife, The landlord, who carved at the end of 
the table, filled and refilled his guest's plate, and refilled it agnin, 
but at the 
third filling a 
shadow, an it 
were, fell 
npon that 
landlord's 
face. The next 
course came, 
ond the guest 
went on ns he 
had begun. 
He even, when 
the bitter end 
was reached, 
had two helps 
of cheene, 
During the 
dinner it was 
customary for 
n guest to 
order some ex- 
cixable liquor, 
and after din- 
ner partake of 
grog, but this 
human ostrich 
was n tectotal- 
ler. At length 
he rose and laboriously buttoned his waistcoat. “What's to pay 1” 

eusked, “That's a puggler,” said the lnndlord. „Mou have had 
three dinners, That will be three times the usual price unless you'd 
like to be let off gratis with a kicking.” The guest chose the kick- 
Ing. and he gut it. ry * * * ry 

I've had enough of this tour. I caught Bob this morning making 
up to a common flower · girl. Expect me home to-morrow. 


A question of stecring. 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE 93” _PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


Sram PILLS ARE MADE FROM THE FRE- 
So OF AN EMINENT PHYS! (AN 


iat, | Jigex- 
tion, all Stomachic Attections, Giddiness, Nervousness, Bh tease 


Pimples, Debilits, Dixturbed Nights, Unpleasant Dreams, Bilio 
nessa, Want of Tone. null Female 2 etc. 1 


“EVIL SYMPTOMS HAVE VANISHED.” 


Denver House, Little James Street, 
Bedford Row, London, W.C., 
June 24th, 1895. 


DEAR SIRS,—Piils to hand. I feel in 
duty bound to inform you of the great good that 
has resulted to me from taking them. I have 
recently been condemned to a sedentary life, 
and soon found that my liver suffered, indiges- 
tion and headaches becoming chronic, when I 
was told by a friend, who had tried them, of 
Sloper’s Pills. I followed your directions 
closely, and, although still debarred from open- 
air exercise, all the above evil symptoms 
have vanished. 


Yours very truly, 
FRED W. JESSETT. 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP SLOPER’S PILLS 


SEND HO IN STAMPS TO 
THE PROPRIETORS, 
GURDEN K C.,. 
909 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, B.C., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


OMNIBUS CONFIDENCES. 


Ir was one of those omnibuses that run from Piccadilly Circus 
to Baker Street Station ; and, until it pulled up just outside the big 
draper’s in Bond Street—Bluetayles—to pick up a couple ofelegantly 
cxparisoned ladies, a little wizened old gentleman, wearing a hat 
oa looked three sizes too lurge fur him, had been the only inside 

* fare.” 

And how those ladies chattered ! 

Lor, how they turned on the chin-music !! 

The old gentieman iu the large hat, when the conductor came in 
ta ‘ewer the fares, paid his peuny to Orchard Street and listened, 
willy-nilly. 

When aome people talk you can't help listening; not always 
because their confab. is so intellectual or highly interesting, but 
because it's so all-absorbing, and, like salvation and fresh air, free 
to pee a 

As they flitted, like converantional human butterflies, from one 
blossoming or budding scandal to another, the little old gentleman 
closed his eyes, ns Mr. Gladstone is said to do when he is deeply 
interested in n subject, and smiled and listened. 

There was a wonderful quantity of“ My dear, I heard her say it. 
with my own ears,” interspersed with such TN Poaitively 
those very gelf-anme words, dear.” Oh, it was moat exhilarating ! 

How long the wizened old gentleman with the over liberal head- 
ey might have slumbered, or seemed to have slumbered through 

tall the Sloperinn narrator cannot y, for presently the burly 
conductor looked in and, shaking the old gentleman firmly but 
politely by the arm. growled : 

Now then, Orchard Street. Wanted Orchard Street, didn't yer?” 

„ did, conductor. I did,” said the old gentleman, nervously and 
a trifle disappointedly, I did, at first, but here—take another 
N must stop and hear whether Mrs, Bullington-Jonea did 

ollow her husband and confront him ns he met the parlourmaid rt 

the Achilles statue in the Park, and whether Mrs. Pilkington-Browne 
had not had her pocket picked at all, but had used the missing 
money to square the silk mercers and prevent them reporting her 
extnmivagances to her hushand—1 must, even if 1 have to go the 
full journey!" 

But he never heard another word save three : 

* Horrid old brute!!:“ 


— . — 


OUT OF THE FRYING-PAN. 


TRE tall, handsome young woman had been brought from 
Brighton, on a warrant, and her distress, as she sat there and 
sobbed in the police station, touched even the hearta of the night 
constables who were about to go on duty. She looked so ingenuoua. 
so innocent, that more than one of them felt constrained to put 
the question, What's she done?” 

“It's a very sad case, yore girl,” said a serjeant, as he ran his 
thumb enquiringly round the end of his truncheun ere strapping 
it on for the night, “and I for one sincerely hope as she won't be 
brought in guilty.” 

„But what's the charge, Baxter?“ asked n second sporter of the 


three stripes. 

“ Bigamy, William, bigamy. But there's sukkermatarnces about 
the case that I think unx counsel would plead in mitigation of 
sentence—that ia, if u jury should be found sufliciently ‘ard ‘earted 
to convict her.“ 

* What are they?” 

“Why, it's like this: she’s a married woman, and ‘er uaband's 
aclerk in the city. She ys she felt O prosterated by the ‘eat of 
the weather that nothink would restore ‘er lost ealth-or ‘buck 
er up,’ those was er words—like a fortnight at Brighton. So, off 
to Brighton she went. At the end o the fortnight she wrote to 
‘er 'ubby—as she calls him—for the first time, and enclosed her 
’otel bill, and asked him to remit the amount by return. Would 
yer believe it, he not only didu't do fo, but he never even answered 
er letter! I think she was jaatijied in concludin’ that he'd 
departed this life; but anyway she déd come to that conclusion 
and the only way she xould square the ‘otel bill was by marryin 
the landlord ! 4 ter brute of a usbund's ad er took up for 
bigamy.” “te 


ing that much 


227 
“THE DEVIL WAS SICK——” 


— 


It was really an ideal day—an ideal day for the seaxide, that is. 
In the close, bustling streets of the metropolis, where the hot white 
nvemnent gave 
ack the tierce 
lare of the sun, 
it might perhaps 
have been con- 
sidered a tritle 
too sultry, but 
down in this 
uiet, old-world 
little fishing vil- 
lage. with the 
cool, soft breath 
of the seatotem- 
per the heat, it 
was nothing less 
than delightful. 
Douglas Sear- 
ston thought xo, 
at anyrate, as he 
strolled leisurely 
along the quiet 
shore, anda 
Eee of adip 
u the cool blue 
waters became 
momentarily 
more enticing. 
For Searston 
was experienc- 


recommended 
specific for 
human ills, a 
thorough 
change, and the 
ging he beanty of this quaint little Cornish hamlet was as balm to 
his jaded mind. The gentle murmur of the shimmering wavelets 
as they chased one another along the shore was sweeter music than 
he had heard for many a day: the broad expanse of perfect blur, 
dotted here and there by the red brown sails of the smacks, a fairer 
8 than he had looked upon since he knew not when. 

le found the nook he sought at last, and it was almost with 
eagerness that he threw off his clothes and ran to the water's 
edge. Rapidly he waded out breast high, nnd then threw himself 
ra into the cooling brine and struck out with long steady 
strokes, 

It was glorious. Only the swimmer knows the delicious senaa- 
tion of cleaving a way throuzh the pure buoyant water. Searston 
ewam on in the full enjoyment of this feeling, swam on forgetful 
of all in 15 og en- 
joyment o e 8 

h . * 


He strolled leisurely. 


sent. An ac 
sensation at the wrists 
warned him at length 
that it was time to 
turn, and then—mer- 
ciful Heavens! wasn 
that the shore at that 
awful distance? Im- 
possible, and yet there 
could be no mistake, 
but good God ! would 
heever reach it? Even 
as he turned and 
struck out a little 
while he felt the 
strong action of the 
current that had been 
with him as he swam 
out. Stifling the grow- 
ing fear in hia heart 
heswam away bravely, 
but after five minutes 
severe toil he saw 
ee had made 
ittle if any progress, 
The aching, tired 
feeling was spread- 
ing to his arma 
and legs, his breath 
came in short, quick 

gaspa, exhaustion was 
rapidly overpowering him. He struck out again wildly, madly, 
even with the growing conviction in his heart that the struggle 
was hopeless, 

And it was: for, when a few minutes later he pnused in his 
exertions, the i nunce between him and the shore was only slizhtly 
leasened. Strive how he may he could not lessen it. His breathing 
became thick, he was suffocating, suffocating snd with no hope of 
human aid. mir seized him; strange visions danced before 
his eyes, a deathly numbness crept over his limbs, and n low, 
surging sound rang in his ears, and with it all came a wild, fierce 
longing to live—to live, yes, an he had never done yet. Never 
before had he realized how unfit he was to die, As ina mental 
vision, he saw the long list of errors of a wasted life, the grave 
follies of an idle youth, the sins of a vicious manhood. Oh! to 
undo one tithe of the evil he had wrought, to right even one of the 
many wrongs he had done. Kitty, Jess, Dick, Tracey, and others 
were dead; but 
there wns Dolly not 
utterly lost yet, and 
Jack—Jack, his own 
cousin, who starved 
whilst he (Searston) 
rioted in the inheri- 
tance of which he 
had defrauded him. 
Too late for repen- 
tance, too late to 
help them now, for 
nlrendy the relent- 
less waters are over 
him ; he is sinking, 
drowning, and he 
throws up his arma 
with a long, despair. 
ing cry. Another 
moinent, and — his 
Jeet touch the bottom, 

He leirnt after - 
wurda that it was 
always like that ut 
low tide; he might 
have swam half n 
mile ond not got 
out of his depth. 

here was a 
letter waiting for 
him at the inn 
when he got back; 
a pitiful, earnest 
entrenty for a 
ound or two from 

is cousin Jack 
Searston read it through with a sneer, and Jaughed. Then he tore 
the note carelessly across, thrust it iuto the candle tame, and lit u 
eigar with it. 


The follics of an idle youth. 


Throws up his arms. 


* 


SEASIDE RESORTS, BY ALEXANDORY’S OWN 
CAMERA. 
No. 5.—Yarmouth, 


„ te Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 


of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIB'S FRIENDS. 


No. 400.—MIss OLIVE MILTON, 


“Pity, fair one, I entreat.” — The Duol Snook. 
“This heart shall know no peace without her.” Lord Bob. 
“Thrice happy man, on whom fair Olive smiles.” 

—The Hon. Billy. 


(1) As the Elder was quietl 
the Hi 


r 


PLAYING THE 0 — AMONG THE PEERS. 


(2) McBung must needs rush up, roaring, “Let me git a clip in, ee, eh he “ (3) Aud contin’ 


CHECKING ILL-TI 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


„no! find it hot down there?” “No; only two in the shade.” 


“Is it proper for a girl to kiss her 5 . 
cousin? Joe says no. I say 0 
mt is therefore off. — E/ uc: 


MED FACETIOUSNESS. engageie 
Jrom Letter of Young Lady. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—SENOR RUBIO. 


( They met. Who met? Why A. SLOPER and Chirgwin, the White-Eyed 
Kaffir, stoopid. It wasn't in a crowd, but at Brill’s Swimming Baths at Brighton. 
Friend of my youth!” cried the Eminent, after emptying about a quartern, imperial 
measure, of the briny out of his smiling mouth, for the White-Eyed had risen 
suddenly from the vasty deep and disturbed the water. “Well met! This is indeed 
a pleasant % “Guess you don't patronise this show much,” soid the White- 
Eyed, “as I am here every day at 9 A. u. sharp.” A. S or un hung his head, and a 
blush of burning shame tinted his snowy neck and peach-like cheeks, raising the 
temperature of the water around him several degrecs. The tact is he would not 
have been there then had not a friendly attendant given him a helping foot while he 
stood hesitating on the brink ; so while he eas in he thought he might as well make 
the best of it, and have a wash if only for the novelty of the thing.—(2) Their dip 
finished, and being dressed. said the White-Eyel. Give us a light, old pore. aud 
have a drop of Johnny Dewar's.” A. SLOPER was nothing loth, for the sen- water that he 
had taken in lay coli on his chest. Well,” said A. SLOPER, when the bottle was 
empty, “I must be off.“ And where are you going to, my pretty bird ?“ enquired 
the White-Eyed. “I'm going a-interviewing, sir.“ A. S r hn said. “And may I 
come with you, my pretty bird? “ Yes, if you have no objection to accompany me 


THE ELECTION AGITATION AT THE BRO 


gree “a 


to Spain.” “Spain!” cried the White-Eyed, “One of the places of my birth! Ch. 
sunny land! will see thee once again, and will er once more midst th, 
fragrant onion groves! Of course I'll come, old party: but why go we to the laut 
of liquorice?" “To interview Senor Rubio, the distinguished violoncellist of the 
Queen of Spain, roe A by-the-by, you might bring your instrument with you 
“1 shall be only too delighted to observe a friendly rival under the tortures of the 
Interviewer in Chief, so let us away without delay!” So away they awayed tu 
ps bare Senor Rubio received them kindly. His marvellous playing had a powerful 
effect on his hearers, the White-Eyed uneing his double-stopping simply 
marvellous.—i3) Then the White-Eyed followed with “ The Last Rose of Summer 
on one string, during the execution of which Senor Rubio was moved to tears - 
almost. A. SLOPER regretted he had not brought any instrument with him, but 
observed that if Signor Rubio would kindly lend him his ‘cello he would proceed to 
worry it. No! Well, then, if the Senor could oblige him with a comb and a curl 
| rane he would be happy to oblige with “ Her Golden Hair was Hanging Down Her 

k. The comb was produced. When the final notes of the plaintive air had dict 
away he turned aud found hiinself alone. The two great artistes were refreshing iu 
the adjoining room. Was A. SLOPER slow to follow ¢ Not much. 


WSIDE. 


2 L 


ed, “ A'll squeeze the lite oot o- hypocritical, bottle-nosed radical badger!" 
NM. B. — Te Election pth ay Sun oh them much on the Brouside ; 
there are already disabled. Ua. A. S. H.-H. 


Wil 
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Lewis! 1905 Bold cley. 
8 Lo : a7 


Law -lor emKer 6. The fee -E he . Tulpe & 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Here I am again, ladies and gentlemen, still alive and kicking. The heat has no detrimental plight A gallant fight for splendid prize, A prize which no one can despise : A Wimbledon our 
effect upon me. I revel in it, in fact. Heaps o ple are asking me whether it isn’t time l took ‘tennis cracks Show that of skill they are not lax :—A grand review. Without a doubt, Our firemen 
a holiday. Certainly not. Holidays are al her out of my line. On we go:—A srell-fought know what they're about :—This shuw I’m sure was of the best, Quite worthy of the noble guest.— 
match, we must admit, The laurel goes to those most fit :—The gallant English took the cake, And As Bisley and the General Election are the 8 topics of the day, I have included them both 
make all other countrics quale. Tro ad cuclists without light, Find themselves in awkward in my centre illustration —-THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


EASILY EXPLAINED. 
e 

mg it! 70 

1 0 17 

10 


7 fi 
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» Excnse me, young person, but are you aware Tam a member 
A FLIGHT OF FANCY. of the Lou. lon County Council ¢” 
Angel Thing. Is this the way to the top of the hill? 
_4oy Thing, Ees, miss, straight erlong the ro-ad; but ef I wos ycu 
with sech a pair o wings as that, J shuddent goo by ro-ad/ 


HAPPY THOUGHT. 


Charlie. I say, I thought Mrs. Larkspur was a willow. Why, she had got pink roses in her bonnet How to dispose of our honse-pets when we go to the sea: cet 
Fut what makes you think shecame into money?” “Well, dear, they thia afternoon. Professor Muchworrovit (of the Fishless Aquariun) to put them 
used to call her fast. Now they say she's delightfully unconventional.” Dolly. She is a widow, only she has pulled up the weeds and planted flowers instead. all into a trance for six weeks, 


« 
— oi — ts _ — 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— 


THE visit of the Italian Fleet and the characteristic hospitality 
and courtesy which has been everywhere extended to them in this 
countrs, should 
do much to 
strengthen t he 
good feeling 
which alrenily 
exists between 
England and 
Italy. After the 
very secant grati- 
tude shown by 
the haughty and 
nonchalant Shah- 
zuda for the very 
3 manner 
un which he has 
been entertained, 
it is quite re- 
freshing to find 
how warmly ap- 
preciated are our 
efforts to render 
the stay of the 
Italian sailors a 
pleasant one, and 
their polished 
expressions of 
thanks contrat 
rtant swagger of the cocky 
Vira Italia! 


pleasingly with the distant self-im 
young Afghan. Long live England 
ss 
s 

WITH feelings of deep sorrow we record the death of one whose 
name has frequently appeared in these pages—our dear old friend, 
Paul Meritt. Asa dramatist he did a Jot of good work, and as n 
man he always kept to the straight path. With the frame and 
fizure of a giant, was coupled the heart of a tiny child—a heart that 
would invariably cause tears to flow when he heard even of the 
most trifling troubl of others, He felt for his fellow-man, and 
tried to do hi» best by them, and ever held that Self and Self alone 
could lead to no true happiness, To use his own expression, Paul 
Meritt was a white man.” The writer of these few lines he 
always addressed as hia“ nephew,” although no real relationship 
existed, The “nephew,” for a ti a with Uncle Paul,” but 
while he lives he will always che the happy remembrance of 
the truly sympathetic nat ure and genuine affection of his old friend. 


THF. worst of living in this scientific nge ia that someborly is for 
ever finding hitherto unknown danger in our most cherished 
„njox ment. If the march 
of discovery hes on at 
the same steady rate, we 
shall soon have absolutely 
nothing palatable in the 
way ot food or drink left 
to us, death will have been 
found in them all. A Ger- 
man doctor of some emi- 
nence has just concluded 
certain exhaustive experi- 
ments, with the result that 
now leads him to,declare 
that ices, particularly when 
absor'! into a_ heated 
system, are nothing leas 
than poison. This is cer- 
tainly bad news for the fair 
rex, who may, however, 
comfort themselves with 
the reflection that perhaps 
German ices are of un infe- 
rior quality to English, 


s 

Ow1ne to his seaside 
engagement, A. SLOPER 
Was reluctantly compelled 
to abandon his original 
intention of laying the 
foundation stone of the 
Home of Rest for Indigent 
Cats’ Meat-men, but the 
committee has received with gratitude the Eminent's I. O. U. 
for a very handsome subscription to that deserving institution. 
That committee evidently doesn't know much about the value of 
the Ancient’s paper. 


ss 
s 
A. Storer, by kind invitation of his old friend, Edward 
Freeman, was present at an Exhibition of Oil Paintings of Orchids, 
held last week in the Gainsborough Gallery, Old Street. The 
Eminent was highly delighted with the exhibition and begs to 
congratulate Mr. Freeman on the success of his enterprise. 
ss 
0 
Joskrn of the coat of many colours —otherwise Chamberlain, 
of brummagem fame—is indeed plasing a grand innings for his 
purty. His century, which in this instance means a peerage, is 
attainable at any moment. At present, though, Joe intends play - 
ing a waiting game. *,° 


Mrs. SLOPER thinks that the vacant Order of the Thistle should 
have been bestowed on A. St. OEM in preference to Lord Rosebery. 
Every body, she asserts, knows what a great donkey her husband is. 

ss 


2 — 
Ir is alwaxs pleasant for the R to renew his acquaintance 
with old favourites, and the revival of Zhe Jdler was cordially 
welcomed by 
many who 
had _plensing 
recollections 
of this early 
St. James's 
success. Mr. 
Haddon 
Chambers has 
certainly writ- 
ten nothing 
tonpproach 
this clever 
blay since. 
Ir. George 
Alexander 
has dune few 
finer things 
than his 
finished im- 
wraonation of 
fark Cross, 
aud crowded 
houses 
nightly testi - 
tied to publie 
vpinion ou the 
subject. The 
appearance of Mr. Herbert Waring, Mr. John Mason, Lady Monck- 
ton, and, of course, Mr. Alexander in their original parts, Jent 
ndditional interest to the revival, and brought the St. James's 
echo to a close in a brilliant and satisfactory manner. 


“<= 


ALLY SsLOPER'Ss HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Nor satisfied with presenting a programme which includes the 
names of most of the lion comiques of the day, Edward Swanbo- 
rough, of London Pavilion fame, 
is introducing a number of wrest- 
lera which will compare favour- 
ably with that bods of athletes 
the claims of which the Alhambra | 
management are so continually 
advocating. A match between 
the two teams would prove both 
a novelty and an attraction. 


s 

THE Moss-Grown Edifice has 
this day been pleased to confer 
the “ Award of Merit” upon Ron 
KIMMELL, becanse he is a art 
humorist. “Festher," bleated 
the Cerulean-Eyed JRaa-Lamb, 
„there's one thing I can't ‘elp but 
admire in yer diaposition, and 
that ia yer ineas to 
3 of nc ueagho al 3 
you're sich a reg lar mug yerself. 
It showsa kindly ee, 
Rut at this stage the Ancient 
rightly put a stopper to his off. 
apring’a ribaldry, and afew 
moments later the Azure - Orbea 
opinion of his father’s kindlines« 
had undergone a complete altera- 
tion. 3 


Ix spite of counter attractions 
Charley's Aunt at the Globe 
Theatre still continues to attract the multitude. There seems every 


probability of the famous comedy running ou till doomsday. 
ss 


a 

AT a meeting of the Old Welcome C!ub the other day, the 
Secretary stated that the total number of members so far elected 
was 666. It was therefore unanimously reeolved that the number 
of members should be strictly limited to 750. This is by far the 
1 t list of members of the Welcome, and its enccess is u fair 
index of the increased popularity of the present Empire of India 
Exhibition. °° 


THF General Election makes no difference whatever in A. 
RSLOPER's senside arrangements. It was quite unnecessary for 
the Member for Shoe Lane to canvass the constituency for which 
he is invariably returned unopposed. Free and eulightened voters 
of our classic thoroughfare, insist on A. SLOPER, and see that you 
get him. °° 


AFTER a severe pg with 5 difficulties, the 
management nt Olympia have had to cave iu. No one regrets this 
result more than A. 
SLOPER. It means 
not only the closing 
of one of the greatest 
enterprises of modern 


Eminent's sym- OLYM PIA 


pathies are most NIX 
certainly with the ; 
directors of the 
Orient. „* 


A SPORTING con- 
temporary, inachatty 
little article upon 
railway sharks, sare: 
“It is really surpris- 
ing what a quantity 
of jays, ready for 
fleecing, are still to 

found in nearly 
every railway car - 
riage.” Considering 
that six out of every 
ten passengers buy 
our grent ha penny 
comic, however, the 
presence of Larks ! is 
still more remarkable, 


THE mpid development of golf among the fair sex has given rise 
ton now “much needed want,” to wit, an appruprinte and forcible 
expletive, by which ladies may express their feelings when thes 
mina their stroke, masculine swear words being, of course, ont of 
the question. The cuiner of a good word or two would confer a 
lusting benefit not only upon lady golfers, but feminine humanity 
in general, 1 * 

s 


Ir has been arranged that the Eminent's new racer, the Tootsie 
Ftelle, shall follow him to the various places visited during the 
venside tour. The yacht will thus be always in readiness when 
the Ancient feels like a cruise, and will be exceedingly handy for 
travelling purposes, upon the numerous occasions whew the Ancient 
tinds it won't run to railway fares. 

ss 


2 

D1ssOLUTION! Disrolution! Try how we may to evade it, this 
confounded cry seems to greet us at every turning. If we drop 
into our club, the 
sole topic of conver- 
sation la Dissolution. 
At the music-hall the 
songs of the princi- 
ple artistes all dwel! 
on the same topic. 
The sooner the 
General Election is 
over, the better it 
will be for English- 
men generally. 


THE Directors of 
the Hurst Park Club 
are to be congratulat- 
ed upon the splendid 
progresses ares 

y them at their last 
meeting. Under the 
supervision of the 
genial ma ng · 
director and s#ecre- 
tury, Mr. J. C. Du vis, 
all things combined 
to make life enjoy- 
able. A long - felt 
want i at last been 
supp! rie. „en 
number of garden - 
sents placed about 
the paddock, so that 


visitors are made far more comfortable than hitherto. 


s 
WE have been requested by Mr. Iky Moses to indignantly con- 
tradict the statement that he was awarded a month's hard for card- 
sharping at Henley. Asa matter of fact, it was only seven days. 


—— 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS 
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— 


Zist July. 1763.—Roawell writes, under this dat. 
Johnson wand 1 supped ina private room at the Turk à He: 11 
House in the Strand, 1 encourage this house,’ said lie * 


22nd July. 1870.—Charies Sloman. The Engli — 
alt ine S this dar, aged G2. He used to e Fan, ert 
9 pens e male impromptu Verses on tie 


28rd July, 1840.—Upon vaccination being establi. 
act was this day passed, making inoculation a punishable off 
The Hindoos have given cholera goddess all to iteelf—the hice” 
Ue 15159 5 = 2 1 tearing a — surrounded 75 ith 

gures in praying attitudes, and accom b. ' 
Seetla „ the goddess of D ie 


according to a Punjab blue-book, stoned lovers, 
streets of Delhi. is : the vaccinators in the 


24th July, 1858.—Lord Malmesbury, in his 

raphy,” says under this date: “The Ministerial fish « 

place 2 at Greenwich. Lord Derby, having at t 
r 


hed, an 


“ Autobios. 

citer took 

oro Sir John Pakington and the Navy,’ alludi e n 

P the ‘ wooden spoon’ which 6 given tothe Mima 

in the House of Commons who has been in the fewest division, 

he proposed ‘Sir John Pakington and the Wooden Spoons of Old 
ngland. 


25th July, 1819.—Thomns Moore under this date ars: 
“George Dyer, in despair of getting anyone to listen to hin 
reading his atl card at Inst, when Dr. Graham came into the 
neighbourhood with his plan of burying e up to the neck in 
the —_ * — — for ard 3 as ome of cure for 
some disease vantage o s patients we 
to them while they were stuck in the earth.” aoe re 


26th J 1866.—Robert Roxb: i 
3 zul . xby, a clever actor and stage 


27th July, 1861.—Of King’s Cross, Notes and Queries of this 
date says: Up to the accession of George IV. the spot now sw 

led was known as Battle Bridge, and was a notorious place, 
inhabited by bad characters, In 1821 some apeculators having 
5 some freehold land, put up u large number of houses, but 
owing to the evil reputation of the locality they would not let. 
The result was that a change of name was resolved on, and u Mr. 
3 was the largest freeholder, suggested King's Cross, which 
was i 


— — 


AN AcROS TIC. 


8 Ick and weary worker, 
L iving but to sigh! 
O ut of health anid spirits, 
P raying but to die! 
B re you sink in anguish, 
, and do not doubt 
8 Loper's PiLIs for heartburn, 
P imples, bile, or gout, 
I ntluenza, headache, 
L ozs of appetiie, 
L iver, nerves, or spasme, 
S Loper’s PIL Ls are right. 


— — 


THE PROVISO. 


SHE was one of thore dark, luscious, liquid-eyed girls who are all 
deep dramatic soul. She saw but little beauty in a thing that didu't 
xo right to the extreme edge, and, so to- hang over n little bit. 
And, naturally, the love with which #he loved had, like the love 
with which she expected to be loved, to be uf wool-all-through an! 
wurranted-not-to-shrink order. No half measure suited her: uw. 
two evenings a week and an escort to church on Sunday met her 
requirements, 

ee ety 2 Sisson wager,” she demanded, in dramatic jerks of the 
somewhat bashful young fellow who was on his knees before ber, 
“is the love which sou offer me a love that nought but my heart's 
devotion can quench ?” „ 

“Er—er—vaas, that’s the sort o love it is—just that sort, 
stammered Edgardo. 

“And would you f° through fire and water for me?” 

“ Er—er—certainly ; that is, of course, if 1 was—er—suitablr 
attired in the propah helments and lifebelts and things—— Vi, | 
enx, you are rough!" 

These last five words were uttered when he regained his feet from 
the heap into which, with a scornful, mocking ure, she hat 
Hung him, And thinking it was, after all, rather hard to call upon 
a mere lover to rival the feats of a Captain Shaw or a Paul Boston 
+ a moment's notice, he passed through the purtiére aud out into 
the street, 


— — 


STRAYED LAMBS. 

“Aras!” said she—she, na large-hearted and good natured 4 
little lady as ever lucky man had to share his joys, sorrows and 
attenuated income—“ the fields are green, the sun is shining and the 
happy songbirds are going it as hard as their little throats ‘I! let 
batches there is one thing, William, that makes me terribly 
sud, é 

“You're a little bilious, I expect ; try one of good old Sloper's 
liver liftera, they"Il——.” 8 

“No, no, Im healthy enough, dear, but there's one thing that 
worries me very, very much. It is the large and increasing quantity 
of Lost Child notices which one sees posted outside the police: 
stations, Think of the poor little eines who have escaped the 
vigilance of a mother and father whore, have another pot at the 
Jack Straw's Castle, or who strolled selfishly on, leaving the poor 
little tired legs to follow at a weary trot. Of course | know thes re 
taken the greatest cure of until they are claimed, but every das 
must seem a year to the poor mites, every hour a week! Oh, fine 
don't know, William, 1 tried to read the notices on the railing 
boards of the station last evening, and J couldn't /” 

“Oddly enough, my dear Alice, J tried the same thing the 
evening, and J couldn't!" 5 90 

„Ah !—vour manly, generous heart could not bear the strain 

“Oh, I don't ay it was that. More likely my manly, zeneron 
nose couldn't stand the smell. The kitchen's just beneath, Je Kun 
aud it was just about ten-time. 1 should think evers dlersed avn 
in the division had goue in for a bloater for his ien, and—oh. U 
ain't all lavender !—some o. those full-grown, hard-roed uns they 
do niff a bit when the fire catches em“ 8 1 

But the harsh angry echo of a banged door called his attention \ 
the fact that his sympathetic partuer had left him alone to 2! 
coarse and vulgar retlections. 


Every Wednesday. Twopence- 


JUDY. 


Best Artists. Best Authors. 
EDITED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONCON, E.C. 


Saturday, duly 20, 195.) 
CAUTION TO KISSERS. 


a hereby notified of a new invention called “ The Kissing Comfat,” 
ne taken just hefore oseulatiou, will prevent all infection.) 


before we part, 
ev. CEANEST , Exclaimed the lover, 
rr THe A 


IVE corer 85 


ne heart, 


iss 
they d echocs 
wake ; 
But now, lest ther 
should germleis 


scoo}, 

Strong “Kissing 
Comtits” each will 
take! 

“One kiss! they 


erx. 
Vea, by. and - bx! 
Wait. dearest, for 
thine own swect 


rake, 
One moment wait, 
To oxculate, 
A ‘Kissing Comfit’ 
let's each take: 


Does this portend that lovers will 
Go in for a non-kissing state ; 

Ah! no, we fancy they will still 
Take every means to osculate ! 

Yes, germs or no germs, they will kiss— 
Detiant still of stern old Fate; 

No chance they'll, when canoodling, mies— 
They won't for “ Kissing Comfits " walt! 


— — 


THAT PRETTY WIDOW. 

WE were all desperately in love with her; all of us. 
Younger women there might perhaps have been among the score 
rso of visitors who gathered around the boarding-house mahogany 
t grub times with such unfailing regularity, but not one who for 
race, style, beauty, wit, elegance and general charm, could come 
‘ithin miles of the fascinating widow. 
That. at any rate, was the almost unanimous opinion of the male 
embers of the party. The ladies, as was perhaps natural, were— 
ell less enthusiastic, for pretty Mrs. Dashaway ked no rival, 
ud successfully concentrated upon herself the entire masculine 
dmiration in the establishment. 
It was a night to see her bathe. Every unattached Johnnie in the 
ign ae forward to the spectacle as the most delightful portion 

the morn 


i 
rhing forin of their divinity 
ie fo the surface from her 
we, s 


nd finished style, For the 
retty widow could swiin 
ike a fish, and 


led 


ust ns the gallant rescuer ran his boat upon the shingle. 

For ea moment we gazed, stupefied, at the insensible burden. 

hen we saw the fraud that had been so long practised upon us. 

For it was not the pretty widow who lay there half drowned. Oh 

ceitful and ever-tickle womau! It was the pretty widow's maid | 
— — 


. BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No 45.-THE Royvau Oak GIRL. 
Tur bold, bad man, 
Nazrullah Khan. 
Some weeks ago de- 


clared 
That precious little for 
Britann- |. 
las female-folk he 


cared, ; 
Since in our English 
ladies he 
Could ne'er a trace of 
uty sec, 


Within the Afghan 
land it seems 
That maidens plump 
and young 
Alone inspire the poet's 
themes, 

Aud move the miu - 
strel’s tongue: 
That only such can love- 

. thoughts bring 
To heart of peasant, 
prince, or king! 


So Afghan Khan has 
suid, with keen 


, Disdain and candour bold, 

* English girls are all eo lean, 
And plump ones all so old, 

That ecarce un English girl exists 
ho's fit to rank in Beauty's lists! 


But if the Khan-that bold. bad man— 
Would seek the Royal Ouk. 

And there my Queen of Rosebuds scan, 
His statement he'd revoke, 

And swear BER beauty far excels 

The charms of all the Afghun belles! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LET:TER-BOX. 


— 
No. 2 THE Piwes, CHARLTON K Inas. 
Nga® CHELTENHAM, GLOUCESTERSHIRE. 


July u, 1895, 
Dran SLOPER,—As a constant reader, 1 should like to know 
where your respected : gets her bicycle saddle made. I have 


a reverend cousin built on much the same „ who at nt 


hia enjoying the 


„ We regret that we are unable to approach Mra. Gl upon 
the'subject. The old lady is very touchy about het weight te 


——— — 


SLOPER’S ANCESTORS. 
No. 40.—Ngtson NicoDEMUs SLOPER. 
Born, 1770. Yardarmed, 1810. 

Goopxess only knows the exact relationship borne by Nelson 
Nicodemus to the late head of the house, and the motives which 
induced him to come forward and claim to be the next of kin must 
ever remain a mystery. There was absolutely no oof hanging to it. 
and not a single vestige of honour, whilst the infamous career 0 
the notorious Titus Tarpaulin had invested the ancient name with 


deen arranged in a strictly | manner, but as the thing stood the 
F 
prom 0 a perplexing ulty, an e general public 
VT beari . id 

very examination ing upon the case 
makes it perfectly obvious that, 6 what was 
once a prot and honoured ion, Nelson Nicodemus has very 
little e upon the attention of careful fullowers of this eventful 
history. A man of low cunning, mean, gracing and avaricious, he 
could . for good or evil by the intluence of half-a-dollar, 
and would gladly have cut the throat of his greatest benefactor if 
he could have got anything over a thick un out of the job. The 
Slopers, even when they were scoundrels—which was the caso 
about nine times out of ten—had hitherto been gentlemanly vil- 
lains, but Nelson Nicodemus was little better than a low ruffian; 
boorish, illiterate and uncouth, and with perhaps the finest command 
of bad language of which we have any authentic record. 

He was generally au to be something in the sea-faring 
way, and though nobody knew exactly what, managed to 
amass a very snug little sum by the pursuit of his vocation. Asa 
matter of fact, Nelson Ni un was nothing more or less than a 
slave dealer trafticking in thousands of dusky victims monthly, and 
treating them all with that vile cruelty and brute ferocity for which 
he was so thoroughly and widely detested. 

But retribution overtook him at last. An English cutter fell in 
with his dhow, and Nelson Nicodemus offering armed resistance, 


he was at length overpowered and hung at the arm amidst the 
plaudits of hi dusky corge. mee = 
(To be continued next week.) 
ed 


SEASIDE SONNETS. 
No. 4.—THE PRAYEX OF THE BATHING-MACHINE PROPRIETOR. 


(And, to the honour of I. M. P. a in general be it said, he ia the 
only one licing who would breathe sv dreadful a supplicutivn. ) 


THERE is a man who passes hero 
Three summer months of every year, 
But never yet in my machine, 
To take a sixpenny plunge, hae been. 
ae » at six each morn 
le gets far up the beach, tis snid. 
When next he on thy waves in borne, 
O Neptune, drown him dead ! 


There is a man who oft to me 
Has given the usual sixpenny fee; 
But, when his tanner last he paid, 
He in the ocean. revelling, stayed 
. 
nd, w. grum punched my hea 
When next the scoundrel seeks the ven, 
Pray, Neptune, drown him dead! 


There is a man from Shoreditch way 
Comes here by trip-train many a day : 
But in the waves no wash he craves— 
Himself but once a year he laves! 
Yet out in boats he loves to ride, 
And when—to earn the boatman bread— 
He next doth o'er thy waters glide. 
Good Neptune, drown him dead ! 


— — 


TO A CORRESPONDENT. 


IRRITABLE ISABEL (Starch Green). No, dear Isabel, no; 
much as A. SLOPER would delight to be able to tell you “the name 
of the South American insect 80 popular as a tlea-destroyer,” he 
cannot do so. Fact is, he don't know it himself. To hix shame, he 
confesses that he has but very few South American insects nursing 
u lifelong antagonism to the everyday, commonplace flea, upon his 
visiting aaa. He doesn't take kindly to fleas, though fleas take— 
but, as Rudyard Kipling says, that is another story. Nor to fleas 
that get a living by systematically murdering their brother fleas. 
Among themselves they should cherixh the old adage, ~ Live and 
let live“: there's quite enough outside 8 against them 
without goiug in for internecine warfare. It’s mean. Perhaps this 
is why. up to the present, A. SLUPER has not heard of the popu- 
larity which you say they enjoy. Times have changed indeed, 
e we hear of the merry untiring midnight len being 
“popular!” 

vty you «ay vou are a “ Regular Reader,” and “like the paper very 
much,” A. SLOPER wishes he could do you a good turn. He will 
try all he knows, therefore, to obtain you not only the name, but 
the latest address of the insect enquired after; meanwhile, he 
thinks you will have to go on using a dampened forefinger, and it 
would 5 advisable to insist upon Four pet Skye terrier sleeping in 
5 e instead of along the foot of your couch. 

live Oil! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


(K)Nottine ‘Ill: Making an unlucky marriage, 

WHERE the Shoe Pinches: About the feet: 

LEHIND-hand: The wrist. b 8 

Can a “slavey who enters her name at a Servant's Registry 
Otfice be called a 0 ge General"? . 

“THE Shorn Lamb”: The gifted “ Elia“ after getting a shave. 

A SIGNAL,“ Failure: The semaphore which won't obey the 
action of the lever. 

DouB ty In-“ valuable”: Letters A and L. 

Tue only Erse language spoken on the Stock Exchange: 
Comm-erse, 

WELL may Chicago be a wealthy city. It's always had a cer- 
tain amount of “go” in it. 

HoweEVER much your modern females pride themselves on being 
“ Advauced Women,“ they won't somehow own up to being 
advanced—in yeurs ! 


231 
A FATEFUL BUNKER. 


(A STORY OF THE GOLF Counsx.) 
— — 


CHAPTER VI. 


Two minutes after John S. Stubbs received the blow on the face 


from the flying golf ball, Erminie Templeton ani Neilie Spence 
reached the side of the * a 

bunker. Erminie was P 
declaring that her ball 
must have cleared the 
bunker, while Nellie 
Spen that it 
hadn't. A glance into 
the bunker revealed not 
the ball, but John 8. 
— lying on his back 


“Oh, 5 
minie, my ball must 
have struck him. 
looks asif he were dead,” 
she continued, in an 
awed whisper. 
“Not a bit of him,” 
said Nellie Spence ; “but 
he has got an ugly blow. 
Lift his head a bit.” 
Erminie lifted the 
head of John S. Stubbs 


“Oh, what can we do— 
what can we da, when 
2 —_ faints?" she Lylug on bis back. 
“Unfasten his stays?" said Nelly Spence, rather waggishly. 
“It is not a subject for fun, Nelly, suid Erminie, severely. 
“The man is severely hurt.” 
1 8 „ You mover 1 at yey or ron youd 
now ney are never py but when they havea re. 
He'll be all right in a minute l 21 
“Couldn't ae water—or—or burnt feathers’ Burnt feathers, 
ng. 


that's the very f . Here, give me the feather from your hat.“ 
don't smoke--! don't carry matches,” said Nelly Spence ; 860 
burnt feathers would be as easily got as would buttered toast.” 


“Water—" 

„Water! We are n quarter of a mile away from the nearest 
ditch. He'll be all right ina minute, if vou but keep your mind 
easy. He docan’t look as ii he was made of glur-, and it is probably 
not the first black ye ue has had,” said Nelly Spence, as she 
shrugged her 
shoulders. 

“Oh, I'll never 
drive a ball 
again,” said Er- 
minie. 

Stuff!“ cid 
Nellie. There. 
hes coming 
round,” sheadded, 
as John 8. Stubbs 
opened one ere, 
the other having 
closed for tempo- 
rary repairs, 

“Oh!” said 
John 8. Stubbs 
once more. after 
n minute's upside- 
down view of Er- 
minie, who still 
held his head in 


hur- 


“Why, what's 
the matter?” said 
John, in a half. 
dazed way. 

“Oh, am #0 
sorry. 1 did not 
ree you. I was 
driving over the 
bunker, and my ball must have struck you,” enid Eriuinie. 

„Ab, that is it,“ said John, “and 1 fainted.” 

“ You were stunned,” said Nelly 8 8 

“Thank you, Miss Spence ; that is more comforting to my pri. le. 
certainly. 1 did not think I was such a girl as to be knocked duwn 
by a golf ball.” 

“Girl!” said Nelly Spence, eo of course, a weak gir!— 
they must faint,” added! elly, who had views" on athletic truin- 
ing. “You have a good ; 

Rog heey mire 8. Stubbs, as he put his hand to his face. Yes, 
1 think I have improved in that possession since I came out.” 

“You certainly have a good deal more of it now,” said Nelly, 
saucily. “1 would advise you to try cold water to stop the swell- 
ing. 

Are vou able to walk, Mr. Stubbs?” said Erminie. anxiously. 

„Walk? — walk? 
Rather! Why, I 
could dance the 
Highland Fling, for 
that matter, but for 
an ignorance of 
what the Highland 
Fling is precisely,” 
said John 8. Stubbs. 

“Tam so sorry for 
the accident,” said 
Erminie. 

“Don't say an- 
other word, or you 
will make me sorr’ 
that it occurred,’ 
said John 8. Stubbs. 

„Let us out 
of this hole, said 
Nelly Spence. 

John S. Stubbs 
smiled a diabolic 
smile as he lifted 
his hat to the girls 
and strode off to 
the ditch where he 
hoped to be able to 
soak his handker- 
chief in water for 
application to his 
ese. The diabolic 
nature of the smile 
was not due to his 
evil nature, but 10 
the fact that one side of his face looked as if he had been tn 
a prize fight. He was happy, fur Erminie Templeton had looked 
kindly on his wounds. 

(Ju be continned next week.) 


“What's the matter?” said John. 


A diavotic suille. 


232 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE F. O. Ss. PORTRAIT GALLERY. A GOOD REASON. 


“Say, Jim, what would you do if De 
zung: to go aut en the bust with?" Dun h 
I should begin by saying Grace.” Pa 


calm, old chappie, keep calm ; his bark i far 


No. 386,—Mnr. Rovertt GANTHONY, F. O. 8. “Hullo, Dick I come and ha ve a bathe?” “Dare not, old man.” “Why not? “My intended is standing “ 
‘ 85 8 over there, and 1 can assure you thut if she becomes aware that my calves are padded she will jilt me wane thik his bite.” “ Thanks, awf'lly ; then I eu. 
it is an the most decided terms that we beg to direct iustantly.” Tu put up with the btte to with.” Suess 


attention to the portrait of the talented gentleman whore 
features this week adorn our Gallery. For if ever a man deserve 
the distinction we are so happy to confer upon him, that man 1s 
undoubtedly Robert, as those who are privileged to know him, 
or have had the good fortune to be present where be has given 
an exhibition of his talents, will readily admit, for Robert is a 
prince of entertainers, It was uo question of struggling into 
fame with him, like less gifted mortals. With one bound he 
reached the topmost rung upon the dizzy ladder, and has stuck 
there ever since. He it was who accompanied Mr, Gladstone 
awl the distinguished party in their recent cruise aboard the 
Tantallon Castle, an kept the ball of merriment rolling merrily ; 
aml marty and bearty are the good wishes for his success that 
will accompany him ou his fortheomingz tour in South Africa. 
Chiefly because he's an eminent cutettainer, he was created 
. O. S., and the ‘Sloper Awarl of Merit’ presented to him 
September [6th, 1894. —Debr elt ». 


N 


(1) “ What say, Mister Artist ? Want a lump of rock (2) Ero it is, and I’ve took the corners off a Lit 


to stick up in your studio to paint from in a picter ? 
Leave it to me; Til get a nice Par of Lat stouc, tM made it look shipshape, 0 you don't get too many 11 Punt 
wot'll do ever so much: better. umes 


J 


1 


N 


“Would you like me to marry you when you grow older, 
Tommy?” “Yes.” “Yes what?” “Yo, RATHER!" 


(J) (Besides, when I've run my spirit-level over it (6) “ Did I say leave it all to me? Tarse, of course I 
and got it square it'll look naturul-like. You leave it () “Thunder '——"" (Language !) did! Bat why the cussed blank didn't you tell me 
all to me, I'm a knowing one, I am. your jistes weren't sound ſust? 

CONSOLATICN. A CHILD OF NATURE. GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED TO. 


CROWDED OUT. 
Nosenstein. Goot-pye, Brassenheim, ma tear fren, I vos chust 
off to Margate for ma hollitay. 7 
Rrassenheim. Den you better leave dot nose behint, or you 
vill not find room. 


L . This was one of Billy's scaeble mashe:, am 
Mrs. Murphy. Ob, my poor Patrick! why did he die? Son. I was born a poet, not a pork-butcher. Nature got on capitally with her, until her Rance g th 
Mrs. O. Hooligan, But it’s all for the best, my darliut: nrvie me what Iam. I cau t help it. down from Loudon, and then, as the souy says.“ 
HYMNS AND HERS-—ANCIENT AND MODERN. yer dear husba! has some peace at last. Father. Well, I'm glad you dont blame me. Honouruble was “ Off, right off. 
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